6                   CHITRA

Ah, foolish heart, whither fled thy
presumption ? Could I but exchange
my youth with all its aspirations for
the clod of earth under his feet, I
should deem it a most precious grace.
I know not in what whirlpool of
thought I was lost, when suddenly
I saw him vanish through the trees.

0  foolish woman, neither didst thou
greet him, nor speak a word, nor beg
forgiveness, but stoodest like a bar-
barian boor while he contemptuously
walked   away 1 . . . Next   morning

1  laid aside my man's   clotKing.    I
donned bracelets, anklets, waist-chain,
and a gown of purple red silk.    The
unaccustomed dress clung about my
shrinking shame;   but I hastened on
my quest, and found Arjuna in the
forest temple of Shiva.

Madana
Tell me the story to the end.    I am